


T%e Life and Death 

I meane the Earle of W w, 

Ser, What are they dead ? 

(JW* They are, : 

And Bullingbrooke hath feiz’ d the waflefull King* 

What pitty is it, that he hath not trim’d 

And dreft his Land, as we this Carden, at time of yeare^ 

And wound the Barke,thc_skin ©four Fruite-trecs, 

Leaft being over-proud with Sap and Blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfe ? 

Had hedone fo,to great and growing men. 

They might have liv'd to beare, and he to 
Their fruits of duty. All fuperfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughesmay live; 

Had he done fo, himfelfe had borne t'nc Crewne, 

Which wafte and idle houres,hath quite thrownc 
^#r.YVhat thinke you the King lliall be depos’d ? - 
G'4r«/, Deprcft he is already, and depos’d > 

*Tis doubted he will be. Letters came laft night 
To a deate friend of theDukeof 
lhat tell blacke tidings* ; 

^.Ohl ampreft to death, through want offpeaking; 
Thou old -<4<i<jw/likenefle, fet to dreffe this Garden: 
How dares thy harfli tongue found this unplcafing 
What Eve,vi\a.i fetpent hath fuggefted thee, (newes? 
Tomakeafeeondfallofcurfed man? ■ ^ 

Why do’ft thou fay King Eiehard is depos’d ? ^ 

Dar’ft thou, (thou little better thing then earth); ■ 

Divine his downefall? Say where, when, and how , 
Cam’ft thouby this illtydings ? Speake thou wretch." 

<?4r:f.PardonmeMadam. Little joy have I ; 
Tobreathtbefe newes; yet what I fay, is true; - 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold : 

Of BHllitigbroeke, their fortunes both are weigh’d: 

In your Lords Scale,is nothing but himfelfe, 

And feme few vanities,that make him light ; 

But inthe Ballanceof great®»//;»|^W^#, 

Belides himfelfe, are all the Englilh Pecres,_ !, 

And withthatoddes he weighes King Richafd downc.^ 
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of Richard the feconi. 

pod yon to London, and you’l finde it fo, 

I fpeake no more, then every one doth know* 

Nimble mifehance, that art fo light of foote, 
Do'dinot thy Embalfagc belong to me 
And am I laft that know it ? Oh thou think’ft 
Toferueme laft, that I may longeft keepe 
Thyforrow in my breaft. Come Ladies goe. 

To meet at London, Londons King in woe* 

WhatjWasl borne to this? that myfadlooke 
Should grace the Triumph of great BuUmgbrooke 1 
Gard’ner, for telling me this newes of woe- 
I would the Plants thou graft’d may never grow. Exit. 

Gard.Voorc Qpeene , fo that thy Hate might be no 
I would my skill were fubieA to thy curfe : (worfe. 

Here did fte drop a teare, here in this place 
He fet a Banke of Rew,(fowre Herbe of Grace:) 

RuCjCv’n for ruth, here fhortly ftiall be feene. 

In the remembrance of a weeping Queenc* Exit., 



^HmQuartus^ Scaem l?rma. 


Enter as to the Earltamenu,'Bullingbroohe,Aumerte,Nor.‘ 
thHmberlaf>d,?ercy,Fttx,-Water,SHrrej.,Carlile, Abbot 
of IVeftmtnSter. Herauldy Office /■*, and Eagot. 

Enl. Call ioxt\\ Bagot. 

Now Bagot,fxte\y fpeake thy mind, 

VVhatthou doft knowof Noble death, 

VVho wrought it with theKing,and who perform'd 
the bloody Office of his timelefle end. 

Then fet before my face the Lord Aumerle. 

BhI. Cofin,ftand forth and looke upon that man* 

^4^. My Lord I know your daring tongue 

icornes to unfay what it bath once deliver’d* 
iB that dead time, when 9^‘'I?<’>''''death wHsplottedy 
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